miaware. She felt fairly well, and led her normal life with
John, a life of which, during that summer, autumn and the
succeeding months, I also became a part. I had my own
flat and they were living at first in Cadogan Square and
later, having sold the White Cottage and disposed of their
flat, in a suite of rooms at the Vernon Court Hotel in
Buckingham Palace Road, debating where they should
pitch their tent. During the summer they came down to
visit me in Brighton where I had taken my child and her
nurse, and later we all went together to Watergate Bay in
Cornwall. There my intimacy with John developed in the
course of long walks and talks and drives in the local jingles.
There I saw her for the first time in rough country clothes;
heavy short-skirted tweeds unusual in those days, collars
and ties and, I remember, a queer little green Heath hat
with a pot-shaped crown. I also heard Ladye lament her
complete absence of vanity and her indifference to the un-
becoming effects of wind and rain . . . and day by day I
fell more completely under the spell of her enthralling
personality. She was so intensely alive, she could be so kind
and so tender, and she was also so wilful, so humorous and,
in those days, so intolerant! Her temper was so violent, so
quickly spent, and her penitence, if she thought she had given
pain, so extreme-----She was so intuitive, so intelligent and
yet so naive and simple. She was still a mass of sharp corners,
prejudices and preconceptions that she was sure nothing was
ever going to modify 1 She was at that time not only devout
but, to my mind, bigoted in the extreme, and young as I
was, and also devout, I rebelled at her militant theories. I
remember saying to her: *I believe you would be prepared
to torture heretics ... in another age you would have been
a Torquemada ., / and to this extent I was right: I had met
for the first time in iny life a born fanatic. Not, however,
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